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Some Trauma from a Bully 


by orphan_account 


Summary 


In this short story concept, an eighteen year old reflects on how his childhood bully ruined 
his school life, which eventually seeped it's way into his entire life. 


Wanting to be free of his mental trauma, he decides to get therapy. 


I thought Carla was like me. We both had brown eyes and hair. We were around the same height. 
We talked together, we played the same instrument, we had similar interests... 


One day, she introduced me to her friend. She was tall, blonde, someone who seemed like they’d 
be a bit of a bitch. She seemed nice enough, though, if not overly giggly at times. We continued to 
hang out during school, at lunch, and in band class. I introduced her to my friends. They didn't 
really click with each other, but that was fine. She still continued to talk with me. 


She didn’t seem to advance on me. She just talked and teased. Eventually, I heard her talking to her 
friend behind my back. Making fun of me. Acting like it was just a game. Like I was her puppet, to 
just put on a song and dance with me. 


She never really liked me. It was all a little show for her friends. We got into some fights, she 
constantly taunted me about small things, like instrument skill, denying me seats on the bus by 
setting her things down as soon as I got close. Making me do chores for her in front of everyone. 


She knew she could still use me, that I still wanted a chance...for a while, at least. Eventually, I 
stopped letting her toy with me, and we got into an actual fight. Not with fists, but with words. In 
school. I was punished, and there was no more act on her part. 


She still made fun of me, though. She followed me like a shadow. In my mind. I couldn’t stop 
fearing everyone was against me. Everyone was going to backstab me. My friends slowly drifted 
apart over time from me, but for unrelated reasons. I reasoned it was better that way. I couldn’t date 
any other girls. I think I don’t even like girls anymore. I don’t know if I ever did. 


Does anyone love me? Am I really just a worthless bitch like she had told me? I couldn’t do 
anything right. Nobody cared about me. I didn’t deserve everyone. I harmed myself, I had 
depressive episodes, I even tried to take my own life once. I had learned I had anxiety, depression, 
bipolar disorder, and other things I didn’t bother to get diagnosed. I was an insane freak that 
couldn’t make himself move on. 


I got lost in my own mind, my own voices, my own fantasies. I was scared of the future, of love, of 
everything. 


I forced myself to get therapy. I tried not to feel selfish, or to stress out about it. I was already 
stressed about doing the GED. I had dropped out of school, mostly because of her relentless mind 
games, but also because of my fleeting sanity. I was also scared of a job, scared I wouldn’t do well, 
scared I was worthless...because of her, once again. 


Today was the day, though. The day I was going to walk into that room, and let all of this out, 
instead of letting it eat at me, digging deep into my brain, and keeping me up some nights. I was 
eighteen now, I could do this on my own. 


“James, your room is right this way.” A worker said, leading me down a hallway. Deep breaths. 
Deep breaths. 


I walked into the door that I was instructed to. I froze in place. 


“Your therapist will guide you through the procedures from here on out. She’ ll get you anything if 
you need it.” The worker said, closing the door behind me, leaving me alone with the therapist. 


The door closing felt like there was no way back from what I had just put myself into. This... 
fucking nightmare. 


I was face to face with Carla, my new therapist. 
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